        OVER REICHER ON HELMUT

                                  REICHER

                        (soft spoken)

                Are you Helmut Doork?

                                  HELMUT

                        (nervously)

                Doork, yes sir, Helmut Doork!  I am 

                he!  Yes sir, that is correct, Doork!

                                  REICHER

                And are you a clown in the circus?

                                  HELMUT

                        (ego setting in and 

                        forgetting for a 

                        moment his trouble 

                        and danger)

                Not JUST A CLOWN!  I am Helmut Doork, 

                Premier Clown!  I've clowned for the 

                royal heads of many of our finest 

                countries, why there were times when 

                I had to...

                                  REICHER

                        (breaking in)

                That was years ago... According to 

                these papers you are now just a helper 

                in the circus with little or no 

                importance!!

        This stuns Helmut, his facade destroyed... His face drops 

        along with his fear...

                                  HELMUT

                        (meekly)

                Some things are only temporary...  

                Lt. Reicher!  Only yesterday, I had 

                calls from one of the great circus 

                owners in all of Europe... he...

                                  REICHER

                        (breaking in, strong 

                        and angry)

                You are NOTHING!!  You are a HAS 

                BEEN!!  You WERE A CLOWN...

                                  REICHER

                        (continuing)

                You are now a prisoner of the State 

                and that's not funny... Can you make 

                something funny out of that, Clown?

        Helmut sinks even lower in the over-stuffed chair, despair 

        in his eyes and a weight on his heart... the truth slashing 

        at his very being.

                                  HELMUT

                        (softly)

                No!  Lt. Reicher, I can't make 

                anything funny from that thought...

                                  REICHER

                It is no thought... It is fact, Clown, 

                unquestionable fact!!  Now down to 

                the issues at hand...  Did you 

                willfully and with malice attack the 

                State and impersonate the Fuhrer?

                                  HELMUT

                        (softly)

                I was drunk!  It was a mistake!  I 

                meant no disrespect... Sir... 

                Honestly, I was drunk and not 

                responsible for my actions and 

                thoughts!  And my actions were 

                subconscious!

                                  REICHER

                        (screaming)

                Subconscious??  Meaning it was all 

                motivated by truth that came out 

                under the influence of alcohol!

                                  HELMUT

                        (still softly)

                I am a LOYAL German!

                                  REICHER

                And what kind of commendation would 

                you expect for being a loyal German?

                                  HELMUT

                I want nothing!  But I'm more loyal 

                than most Germans I know...

                                  REICHER

                Like who?

        Helmut realizes this was the wrong thing to say... he 

        sweats...

                                  HELMUT

                Ah, like... re...

                                  REICHER

                Names!   Names!!!  Who?

                                  HELMUT

                I don't know...

                                  REICHER

                Sir!!!

                                  HELMUT

                I don't know, sir...

                                  REICHER

                But you said other Germans... What 

                OTHER Germans...  Who are they?  Why 

                aren't they loyal?  Who?

                                  HELMUT

                        (trying desperately 

                        to cop out)

                I'm not responsible for what I say 

                now...

                                  REICHER

                Why?  You're not drinking... you 

                said you weren't responsible last 

                night because you were drunk!  Are 

                you drunk now?

                                  HELMUT

                No, sir!

                                  REICHER

                Then why are you not responsible 

                now?

                                  HELMUT

                I don't know!!

                                  REICHER

                SIR!!!

                                  HELMUT

                I don't know -- sir !!!

                                  REICHER

                Why are you not responsible?  Why?  

                Why?  Why?  Why?

        On each attack of the word "why", Reicher creeps up closer 

        and closer to Helmut, really intimidating him... and the 

        sound of his voice echoes and becomes monotone and ominous...

        The corporal gets Reicher's point and marks his notebook, 

        flips the cover closed, snaps to attention.

